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setting in a blaze of gold behind deep-
bosomed blue cloud, there came, riding a
skinny nrnle, a travelling armourer Two
great bags of tools and weapons clashed
and jingled on either side as he rode slowly
and solemnly along You know these
fellows' airs. He came through the lines,
and no sentry challenged him, for Don
Frederico's guard was less strict than Alva's
own. Up to a circle of Germans and
Walloons lying round a camp fire he came,
and*

" Weapons to mend, senors ? " quoth he
in Flemish " Sword-hilts, sword-blades,
musquetoons, daggers, pistol locks, spurs,
stirrup-irons, metal work of any kind,
senors ? "

" Senors ? We're no senors. Keep your
names for their owners, little man f " said
one, lazily turning on his elbow.

" Your pardon, brave gentlemen. Sword-
hilts", sword-blades, musquetoons-----" he

began again.

"Hold your whining tongue See to
that I " and another tossed him a dagger
with a broken hilt.